ON TOUR                                     51

and 351 rowed I heard the voice of my father echoing
from the Cheltenham hills

I am not a God afar off, I am a brother and a

friend
Within your bosoms I reside and you reside in

me
Lo1 we are One, forgiving all evil, not seeking

recompense
My mountains are my own, and I will keep

them to myself
The Malvern and the Cheviot, the Wolds, Pirn-

limmon and Snowdon
Are mine Here will I build my laws of Moral

Virtue

Rise up, ye women that are at ease,
Hear my voice, ye careless daughters

I rowed back, moored the boat, went to my inn and
slept with the sound of Fowey water in my ears The
next morning I returned to London to look for work
and determined to go on looking till I found the work I
wanted